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2014 


Alex woke up to a beam of the morning sun that had found its way through the heavy curtains. He stretched 
lazily and turned to face his friend, still sleeping with his nose in the pillow. Times might change and years pass, 
but Alex never got tired of that picture. Geddy was usually a restless sleeper; he twitched and made all kinds 
of little noises, which was somewhat a challenge to get used to, but just before dawn, he slid into that deep 
blissful slumber. Alex probably liked him best like that, warm and relaxed, his guard completely down. Kind and 
soft-spoken as he was, Geddy had nerves of steel and a tendency to subdue everyone around him in a quiet, 


but efficient manner. In the mornings, though, he was comfortable and mellow, and all Alex's. 


Alex smiled and slid an arm around Geddy, careful as not to wake him. Obviously, he didn't succeed. Geddy 
stirred with a sleepy sigh. "Mmm.. Mornin." 


"Hey." Alex kissed the tip of his nose. 

Geddy nuzzled Alex's cheek without opening his eyes. "Wha' time is it?" 
"S still early. We can stay in bed for a while." 

"Good" He snuggled closer to Alex, wrapping an arm around his waist, too. 


His breath tickled Alex's neck, sending a familiar shiver up his nape and down his spine. The exquisite pleasure 
of being close to Geddy, holding him in his arms prickled his skin in just the same way it had done many years 


ago. "Love you." 
"Mhm." 
Alex bit the ridge of his ear playfully. "You little twit. Do you have to do it every time?" 


Geddy gave out a throaty chuckle. "Well, | guess, every time is impossible, but | can certainly try." He climbed 
half on top of Alex and laid his cheek on his chest, eyes twinkling. "Do you remember our first time?" 


Welcoming the weight of Geddy's lithe body on his, Alex couldn't suppress a smile, somewhat wistful. He knew 
Geddy didn't refer to the first sex, and he could recall a whole string of first times his friend had been 
oblivious to or had totally forgotten about. He'd gotten used to it eventually, and that's how he managed to 
survive through all those long, long years. 


* 
1969 


They'd been around sixteen when Alex started to get aware of Geddy's presence. Its not that he hadn't been 
aware of him before, they'd been best friends since they were twelve, after all. It's just that he started to 


notice the lanky grace of his movements or the mischievous twinkle in his eyes when he smiled. 


Soon it started getting uncomfortable. Sitting together on the narrow porch of his parents’ house, walking side 
by side with him, feeling the fabric of Geddy's worn t-shirt brush against his shoulder would make Alex's face 


so hot his ears would ring. 


Geddy had a clumsy habit of leaning in to see you better over the rim of his glasses, and at a certain point 
Alex found out that he couldn't hold that gentle, cheerful gaze anymore. Worse, he repeatedly caught himself 
babbling. Not just talking away, which he'd mastered as far back as the elementary school, but real, full-blown 
babbling, as if he were desperately searching for the right words. All of a sudden, he started craving for more 
attention He wanted to spend all his free time with Geddy, wanted to impress him, to make him laugh. When 
Geddy sank against him, giggling helplessly and groaning ‘Oh, that was so crazy, Lerxst', he felt completely 


happy. 


Right until that girl came along. Alex didn't bother to memorize her name-it might have been Janet, or Gina, 
or something. She was pretty, though, and blond, and Geddy fell head over heels for her. He suddenly had a lot 
less time to hang out with his friend, and Alex didn't know what to do with himself. He called himself stupid, 
and pathetic, and a fag. Well, he didn't really mean the last part, not yet, but it was slowly starting to dawn on 


him that constant craving for your male friend's attention might just mean something. 


One day he and Geddy were smoking pot right behind Geddy's school building (they'd been doing it much less 
often lately, too). They were starting to get high when Geddy leaned in, almost touching Alex's ear with his lips, 
sending an electric current through his body, and whispered that he was thinking of getting married. 


"To Gina?" Alex asked stupidly. Right until that moment he'd done a pretty good job of convincing himself that 
he was just sour at his friend for not spending that much time with him anymore and a little jealous because, 
unlike himself, Geddy was getting some. But the prospect of him marrying hit Alex like a blow. His world 


cracked and crumbled down into a bottomless pit that opened up in his stomach. 
"Her name's Joan, Lerxst" Geddy giggled, oblivious to his agony. "Will you be my best man?" 


"But... but.. what about our careers? Are you.. | mean, don't you want to be in the band anymore?" He was 
desperately grasping for arguments, which was not easy, because his head was buzzing with the pot-induced 
numbness. "You won't be able to practice much if you have to support a family. You'll have to get a regular 


job, too." 

"Ah, that's not a problem," Geddy waved him off with smashed nonchalance. "I can always practice after work. 
If we're going to drop out as we planned, Mother will make me get a job anyway. An’ don't think your folks will 
let you idle your ass, either. So, I'll have to work days and practice in the evenings, and maybe even play in 
bars at night. See? Got it all figured out. Aren't you happy for me?" 

‘'m very happy for you, Dirk, but.. um.. what about... | mean, we won't have much time to hang around if you 
get married, and you'll probably want to spend your time with your wife, and Im totally okay with that, | mean 
who am |, but I'd miss our making music together, and." 

God, he was babbling again. Geddy placed a hand on his shoulder. 

"Oh, Lerxst. OF course I'll still want to spend time with you. Nothing's gonna charge, | promise. You'll love Joan. 
And besides, we have to keep practicing to take over the world, remember? Hmph. Did you really think | could 
dump you?" 

Alex swallowed a lump in his throat. "Dunno. Could you?" 


"Not on your life! You're my best friend, man" 


"Really?" 


"Yeah," Geddy slurred with a wasted kind of sincerity. He threw an arm around Alex's shoulders, and then 
hugged him. "Thanks for understanding. You're the best Lerxst in the world" 


Alex clutched him to his chest, feeling Geddy's cheek brush his neck. He also felt the tears coming. "Yeah, Ged. 
Maybe | am." 


Of course, all that was just a shitload of wishful thinking. They did drop out of school, endured royal dressing- 
downs from their parents and eventually found day jobs to support themselves, but there was no further talk 
of Geddy marrying anyone. Joan disappeared from the picture as abruptly as she had turned up, and Alex was 
beside himself with happiness. He even ventured to tease Geddy about his ambitious plans and got an elbow in 

the side for his troubles. And all was right again. 


* 
IT16 


The next not-quite-first time took place several years after, on tour for ZIZ At that time, they were both 
married, and Alex had long resigned himself to having no chance whatsoever. The early winter blew its icy 
breath across Canada; the ancient tour bus trudged along the high roads. Poor heating, shabby motels, junk 
food-a life of a rock star at its finest. Alex didn't complain much. Sometimes, when even the crappiest hotels 
were all booked over, they had to sleep on their bags in bus terminals. Neil would just curl in on himself under 
his leather jacket, and Alex would get to cradle Geddy's head on his shoulder and feel his soft breath on his 
skin 

Once, two weeks before Christmas, in the middle of the tour, they were lucky enough to get the last-minute 
reservation at some cheap motel on the outskirts of the town. They had a sort of a rotation schedule running, 
and it was Alex's turn to bunk with Geddy. He'd learned to treasure those nights, rare as they were. Geddy 
was bright, generous, funny and always good company, not to mention a sight to behold when he fell asleep, 


with his lips slightly parted and his eyelids flickering as he dreamed, 


Alex had resolved not to wish for anything more than that. There was no future for his longing, hell, there 
was barely a present. He had to be thankful for small favors. 


The room they got was icy cold and smelling of dust and old linen. 
"What a dumpy shithole," Geddy said, throwing himself backwards on one of the beds. 


"Well, its not a bus station" Alex dropped his bag on the faded green carpet. "So | won't have to sleep on a 
sack of my dirty laundry for a change." 


Geddy chortled. "You may still have to cover with it for warmth. It's fucking freezing in here!" 


"Gee, you know how to rain on a guy's parade, Dirk" 


Geddy hopped off the bed. "Anyway, you'll have to make do with your dirty laundry, because l'm sure as hell 
not giving you mine. Dirty laundry is sacred!" He yawned and stretched, showing just a hint of pale skin 
between the waistband of his jeans and the multiple layers of t-shirts and sweaters. "C'mon, Lerxst, let's move 


the beds together, itll be warmer that way." 


For a second Alex wasn't sure if he'd heard right. But Geddy was already maneuvering the rickety hotel beds 
into the middle of the room, and Alex hurried to help him, surreptitiously searching his friend's face for any 
signs of.. whatever had brought him to this idea Had he figured out how Alex felt? Did he want to make fun 


of him? Or... or- 


Alex reigned in his racing imagination There was most probably nothing to it at all. Geddy was just being his 
uninhibited self, and its not like they hadn't shared a bed before. They used to do it quite often, granted, they 
were barely twelve at the time. They would giggle, tickle each other, eat sweets under the covers (which was 


strictly forbidden), and if they had chewing gum, it would inevitably end up in Geddy's hair. 


Alex chuckled mirthlessly to himself. He was pretty sure Geddy wouldn't appreciate the forbidden things he'd 
like to do with him in bed now. 


Geddy finished pushing and shoving the beds, straightened his back and started to pull off his well-worn, baggy 
sweater. "Don't know about you, but I'm hitting the sack. Wanna go to the shower first? | bet it's crawling with 
all sorts of germs, heh, heh." 


"So that they all go down on me and eat me alive? Wow, thanks, Ged" 


"Chicken. All right, I'll go." Geddy made a melodramatic gesture and threw back his head. "If | don't come back, 
don't go searching for me. Take my bag and run for safety." 


"Shall | pass something to your dearest mother?" 


Geddy strode to the shower, peeling off his clothes along the way. "Just tell her | went down fighting, like a 


true hero" 
"Go ahead then, hero. Leave me some hot water, by the way" 

seus 

Alex walked fo the window and looked out into the whirlwind of darkness and falling snow. The sound of running 
water behind the thin plastic door made him wistful. Oh, how he craved to get rid of that stupid clothes, to go 


in there, put his hands on Geddy's bony shoulders, run them down his narrow back.. Lame, huh? He shook his 


head. 


The water stopped running, and a few minutes later Geddy reappeared with a towel around his hips, his hair 


tied up in a bun 
"Go ahead, Lerxst, there are no flesh-eating germs in the shower. | checked." 
"Well, maybe they prefer actual flesh on the bones they're jumping." 


Geddy snorted. "Oh, believe you me, Lerxst, the only thing that's going to jump your bones in there is the 
curtain, It really needs fixing.” He started rummaging in his bag. "Do you happen to know where | put my PJs?" 


"Am | your PJs' keeper?" mumbled Alex and fled to the shower. 

When he got out of the wet heat and back into the slightly dusty chillness of the room, Geddy had made a 
sort of a nest out of bedspreads and blankets and burrowed into it in his rediscovered pajamas. He lifted the 
edge of the covers. 

"Cmon, Lerxst, get in. It's freezing." 

That invitation, as innocent as it might have been, sent a bolt of lightning up Alex's backbone. He'd already 
jerked off in the shower, desperately thinking of his wife, his high school girlfriend, any suitable pair of boobs 
from a chewing gum wrapper, but to no avail. He'd been only seeing Geddy's pale, goosbumpy skin in little drops 
of water, and a trail of dark hair disappearing below the rim of the towel. 

"Uh... um.. yeah. Just wait a sec till | change." 

He got into clean flannel pants and a t-shirt, flicked off the light and slid under the covers. Almost at the 
same time, he felt Geddy's arm reach over him to close the gap in the blankets and tuck them both in. Now 
he was in a warm cocoon, with Geddy's shoulder lightly brushing his. They were lying on their backs, so close 
that he could feel the gentle rise and fall of Geddy's chest. Alex froze, his muscles so tense they were tingling. 


Geddy must have sensed his discomfort. 


"Oh, fucking relax already, Lerxst," he said in his perfectly normal voice. "It's cold outside, and it's not like we've 


never done this before." He sniggered. "You're not afraid of me jumping your bones, are you?" 
Trust Geddy to raise the stickiest of topics with celestial ease. 

"l, uhm not... 

"Great" Geddy shifted back, turned onto his side, facing Alex, and closed his eyes. "G'night, Ali." 


"Night, Ged" 


It was only after Geddy's breaths became slow and even that he dared to move. He turned his head, then 
rolled over and peered into his friend's face. Geddy was asleep, one hand tucked under the pillow, the other 


lying flat on the sheet. 
Alex longed to snuggle up to him, to burrow his face into his hair, to fall asleep with its timbery smell filling 
his nostrils. But that was absolutely off-limits, not least because he was already getting half-hard again. Fuck. 


Maybe he could do it very carefully, and if that woke Geddy up, he could tell him he'd been cold and huddled 
up to him unconsciously in his sleep? Naw, that'd just get him kicked out of bed. 


Finally, Alex had to settle for shifting just a little closer, so that his outstretched arm was touching Geddy's. 
He indulged in stroking the back of his hand gently with his fingertips. 


The combined warmth created by their bodies under the covers made Alex's eyelids drooping. He glanced at 


Geddy's face again. "Love you," he mouthed, cautious not to make a sound, and let the sleep overpower him. 
* * 

1118 

The paved parking pad at the back of the hotel was spinning gently under Alex's unsteady feet. The shining 
orbs of streetlamps swam at the edges of his field of vision, melting into each other, turning into glowing 
bands. It was beautiful, the night was fragrant and warm, and he felt light and throbbing with happiness. 

If only he weren't reeling so much. 

Alex turned his head to follow a colorful pattern that trailed after a neon sign of a sailor smoking a cigarette 
over some crazy convenience store. The world shifted before his eyes. He tripped over his own legs and would 
have tumbled down to the pavement face-first if someone hadn't supported him. 

"Oh, shit... Sorry.” Alex managed to get back his equilibrium, leaning heavily on his companion. "Fl kinda shaky." 
There was a long-suffering sigh. "I can see that." 

The person supporting him was slightly shorter than he was, and had long, sweet-smelling hair, raven black in 
the semi-darkness of the parking pad. The sweetish smell was probably due to the pot they'd been smoking 
earlier, but to Alex's drunken mind it was the essence of safety and bliss. He nuzzled into that mass of hair, 
somewhere in the region of the person's ear, and took a deep breath. 

"Oh, stop that, Lerxst. What on earth are you doing?" 


Geddy's voice. Geddy's ear, too-gristly, too large for his own good. Alex sighed into it happily. 


"For God's sake, Lerxst!" Geddy squirmed and lifted his shoulder. "That tickles." 


‘Srry." 

Now that the world was coming back to him in a dizzying carrousel, he was starting to feel Geddy's arm 
around his waist, steadying him. Eventually, they reached the hotel's rear door. Geddy fumbled in his jeans 
pocket for the keys. Alex knew he wasn't helping, hanging off him like that, but he simply couldn't get his legs 
to cooperate. 

Why the hell was he so drunk anyway? 

"Hey, Ged?" he ventured. 

"Yeah?" 


"Wha' the fick did we drink?" 


Geddy finally found the key and managed to get Alex over the elevated doorstep and into the dimly lit rear 
lobby. 


| dunno what the fuck you drank, Alex, because you drank it all by yourself” 
"Whaddya mean?" 


Geddy shrugged. "You were clinging to the bottle and wouldn't let anyone take it from you. Said you wanted to 
drown something in there. The bottle wasn't labeled, anyway. It was probably moonshine. Smelled like it, anyway." 


"Oh, fuck." 


"Yeah. The hangover's gonna be a bitch." Geddy got a better grip on Alex's waist. "C'mon, help me out here. We 


have to get you to your room." 


Alex groaned. "M so fucking wasted. Neil's gonna kill me. You know how he is ‘bout people... being sick in t 


middle of the night." 
"Don't worry about that. | swapped rooms with him for tonight." 


Even drunk up to his eyeballs, Alex felt a hot surge of love and gratitude that overpowered his nausea for a 


moment. 
"Oh, Ged! You r'lly did that? You're + best!" 


Geddy chuckled and didn't elaborate upon this topic. Seeing that Alex was in no condition to use the stairs, 
Geddy had to practically manhandle him into the elevator. Fortunately, his and Neil's designated room was right 


next to the elevator door and not in the other end of the corridor. Geddy half-dragged, half carried Alex inside 


and eased him down on a bed. 
"Just wait a minute, I'll go grab my stuff" 


He came back five minutes later with his toothbrush and a bundle of fresh clothes and dropped them on the 
other bed. Then he helped Alex sit up and tried to take off his jacket. 


Geddy's closeness, his cool hands on Alex's shoulders dissipated the last shreds of self-control Alex still 
possessed. He threw his arms around Geddy's narrow waist and pressed his face somewhere to the area of 
his stomach. 

“Alex! Knock it off and sit still for a minute, will you? l'm trying to-" 

"Ged." Alex rubbed his cheek against the familiar t-shirt. "You feel so good." 

"Wow. That must have been some moonshine. Now let me-" 


"No, but really. You're so cool. Like, t coolest p'rs'n ever.” 


"Er.. um. Thanks, | guess?" Geddy said, trying to gently extricate himself from the embrace, but Alex wasn't 
letting him. 


"Ari, an’ you're so warm, and kind, and finny. | love you" 

Geddy gave out a mildly exasperated sigh 

"Yeah, | love you too, Lerxst Just let me help you out of that jacket already 
"No, wait, |. | r'lly mean it. | love you. | mean I=" 


"Okay, okay. | got it” Geddy patted his back. "I'll remind you next time we have to draw lots for who's sleeping 
on the upper bunk" 


"You don’ understan'! | mean | really-" At that moment Alex's stomach turned, effectively cutting short his 
speech, and he finished in a tight voice. "I think.. I'm going.. to be sick" 


With Geddy's help, he managed to get to the toilet bowl in time to throw up into it and not all over Geddy's 
shoes or onto the carpet. The rest of the night went off in a swirl of sallow, disgusting colors. Alex had been 
retching until there was nothing left in his stomach, then he tried to brush his teeth and wash his face, and 
after that he was sick once again. 


Geddy did all he could to ease his suffering-held back his hair, supported his weight as Alex was leaning over 


the sink and spitting out bile. When the spasms subsided a little, he helped him out of his jeans and t-shirt, 
soaked in cold sweat. Alex felt ashamed and at the same time light-headed and giddy with the sensation of 


Geddy's palms on his naked skin. He'd be aroused, too, if he weren't so fucking miserable. 


"M sirry you h've.. to b'ther.. with me," he managed when Geddy was putting him to bed. Everything was 


swimming in front of his eyes, but he was sure he saw Geddy smile. 

"Oh, that's okay. What else friends are for? Don't get used to it, though." 

"Thanks... Ged." 

"Don't mention it." 

Geddy pulled a comforter over him, and Alex finally let his drooping eyelids close all the way. 


The headache next morning was, indeed, spectacular. Geddy brought him aspirin, but as Alex asked if he'd done 
anything stupid that night, secretly hoping Geddy would call him out on his drunken declaration, his friend just 
shrugged and said, "Nothing in particular." That calmed Alex down, for one part, but for the other part, he felt 
strangely offended. So, Ged didn't take his words seriously at all, did he? Okay, so he'd been three sheets to 
the wind, and the very idea of his old buddy Alex being in love with him would probably seem ridiculous to 
Geddy, but damn it. 


His ponderings were interrupted by Neil who came to gather his things and pack. Geddy shuffled off to do the 
same-it was already around noon, so they had to get going. Throwing assorted pieces of clothes into his bag, 
Alex kicked himself mentally for blowing a perfectly good chance. 


Next time he was not going to fuck up, he decided. He would show Geddy how much he loved him, and if Ged 
didn't want to be with him that way (which was almost a certain), he'd just stick around and be the best 
friend anyone could wish for, and hope that one day he'd change his mind. 


* OK 
1989 


The Californian summer night was pitch-dark, humid and hot with two combined breaths in a small room with 
no air conditioner. Alex lay motionless in his bed, wide-awake and horny. The heat and the stickiness of sheets 
weighed down on him, suffocating. No sound came from the other bed, although he knew Geddy wasn't asleep, 


either. And even if he were.. 


Of course, Alex could always go to the bathroom, have a quick jerk-off and come back to bed, go to sleep, 
forget about it all for a while. That would be the right thing to do. That would be exactly what he'd do if he 
had any willpower, or dignity, of self-respect. If there wasn't that stupid little hope living at the back of his 
mind that one day the world would shift and things would change, and Geddy would.. 


Alex turned over on his side and ran a hand over his face. /m so sorry, Ged | wish | could leave you alone, but | 


can't. 
"Hey, Geddy?" he called into the darkness. 
"Yeah?" came a soft reply. 


Alex hesitated. It was not the first time that he asked for it, not even the tenth, but he never quite managed 
to put it into right words. 


"Uh... Listen, l.. uh..." 


There was an almost inaudible sigh, then Geddy came to his aid like the great friend he was, and said it for 


him. 

"Can't sleep?" 

"No" 

A beat. "Come here." 


Tingling with shame, Alex padded over to Geddy's bed and crawled between the sheets. He was not supposed to 
do it. It wasn't right to burden his friend with his problems. He should just say sorry, go to the bathroom and 
get out of Geddy's hair and Geddy's bed forever. Too bad he was too far gone to do that, and all sane 


reasoning was twenty years too late. 


As his own warm sheets were unpleasant, so Geddy's sweaty heat was intoxicatingly arousing. He scooted over, 
making place for Alex, and Alex breathed in the smell of his pillow. Alex's hand fumbled for Geddy's and took 
hold of his cool fingers. Then Alex put his other hand in his own shorts and wrapped it around his cock. He had 
never dared to pull his shorts down all the way in Geddy's bed. Somehow it seemed outrageous, even though 
Geddy had never said anything about it. But Alex didn't want to push. He was insanely grateful for however 
little he got. 


His cock was pulsing in his hand in shameful, humiliating need. Alex closed his eyes tight, pumping it furiously. If 
only it could be the other hand touching him, the hand that lay slack under his left palm. If only Geddy just 
turned his head, just a little, and brushed Alex's ear with his lips. 


No. Geddy had told him right away that it, them, could never be. Alex respected his wish as much as he could, 
so he wouldn't touch any parts of Geddy other than his hand. It already was much more than he could have 
expected when he had come begging for it for the first time. 


The closeness, the smell and the feeling of smooth skin under his fingers were doing their twisted magic. All 


too soon he was brimming with pleasure, clenching Geddy's hand. He let escape stifled sob and came, hating 
himself for it. He'd set out to be the best friend in the universe, and there he was, fumbling in his underwear 
like some sick pervert. Geddy must be disgusted with him. It's a miracle he hadn't smashed Alex's face ten 


months ago. 


Nauseated and shameful, Alex let go of his softening cock, wiped his hand on his shorts and pulled them up 


agai n. 


‘lm... uh, I'm sorry," he managed, looking up at the ceiling. He wished he had the energy to get up and clean 
himself up. Or at least the will to get back to his own bed. 


"Don't be." 
"Ged..." 
‘Its okay, Lerxst, it really is. Go to sleep now." 


Alex swallowed a lump in his throat. "I." Not exactly the time for ‘I love you’, in any sense. "You're the best 


friend one could wish for. 'M sorry.” 


"Well, you could repay me by throwing away that god-awful pink shirt of yours. It gives me headache," Geddy 
chuckled sleepily, and Alex's heart soared with love. Only Ged could banter like that after what had happened. 
Alex just didn't deserve him. 


He moved over, making as much space for Geddy as was possible without falling off. 
"Sweet dreams, Dirk." 
"Night, Lerxst" 


* eX 
November 2000 


The release of ‘My Favorite Headache’ was celebrated by a small party in Geddy's home studio in Toronto. No 
fanfares, just the crew and some very close friends, and a couple of guys from the record company. Alex was 
there, too, although he had no part in bringing out the album. Geddy invited him, and he couldn't find it in his 


heart to refuse. 


They had a few drinks, cracked some jokes, had fun. Everybody was careful not to mention the R-word (R! 
being Rush, reunion, or replacement, depending on the way each of the guests was inclined), but it sort of 
loomed over their heads like a big dark shadow over a small circle of light. The celebration turned out to have 
a bittersweet flavor to it. 


The party stretched on late into the night. Geddy's family was on a trip to the States for a couple of weeks, 
so there was plenty of room for the guests. Only three of them stayed for the night, though-Ben, Matt, and 
Alex. Geddy accommodated Ben and Matt in the guest bedrooms on the first floor, right over the studio, and 
took Alex upstairs. 


There was one other bedroom where Alex usually stayed when he visited. Geddy turned on the light and 
rummaged in the wardrobe, eventually producing some sheets and clean pajamas that used to belong to Alex. 
Alex wasn't sure they'd fit, though. Its been a while, and he'd gained weight since. 

Together, they made Alex's bed and perched on it, talking of nothing in particular. They hadn't seen each other 


for some time and were glad to catch up, at least Alex was. Geddy was showing no desire to leave just yet, 


either. 


The conversation flew gently, like a river. Alex enjoyed simply looking at Geddy, hearing his voice, seeing his 
hands move about in that careful, punctuated manner of his. God, he'd missed him. 


"You have no idea how much | missed you," he said when there was a small pause. 


"Yeah, | missed you, too. Alll of this." Geddy sighed. "And to think that there's never gonna be.. Ah, fuck it. I'm 


sorry. 
"No, I'm sorry. | shouldn't have brought it up." 


"No, no, its not your fault. We can't avoid talking about it forever, it's our lives. Has been our lives. Its just 


that... It's been so strange, you know. Different. Not having you there behind the glass, or-" 


He trailed off, apparently not able to bring himself to say the name of their drummer. It hurt too much. 
Three years later it still fucking hurt too much. 


Alex covered Geddy's hand with his. Strangely, he felt no longing at this particular moment, just sadness and a 


wish to comfort a hurting friend. 

"Hey, hey, Ged. Don't talk like that. At least, you're doing stuff, and you're doing it with friends, and the stuffs 
really good, too. You've just brought out a record. | mean, look at me. I'm such a lazy bastard | didn't manage 
even that! C'mon, Dirk, don't be sad. We could always jam, or something.. Hey! | have an ideal | could do a 
record, too. Would you play for it? Say, cello?" 

"What?" Geddy snorted with genuine laughter. "Lerxst, you're crazy." 

"Why not? | bet you could learn it quicker than | could learn to play baseball." 


Geddy shook his head, smiling. "There's no amount of time or effort in the world that'd be enough to teach 


you how to even hold a bat straight." 


"Maybe. That only says that I'm right and you could learn to play cello pretty quickly, well, before we turn 
sixty, at least, and then we'd show everybody!" 


"Yeah, heh, heh. On the second thought, well, | probably could. It wouldn't do any good to my ability to move on 
stage, though. Even you couldn't picture a jumping cellist” 


Now they were laughing together. Alex sank back and sprawled across the bed, and after a few seconds Geddy 
joined him. They were lying on their backs, shoulders almost touching, totally comfortable. Personal space had 
never been an issue between them, despite everything Alex felt for Geddy and whatever Geddy might think 


about his cravings. First and foremost, they were friends. 


"God, | missed this." Geddy took off his tinted glasses, wiped at his eyes and put them back on. "You know, you 
could probably crack up a raging rhino. | almost forgot that.” 


"Well, then it's a good thing I'm here to remind you." Alex found his hand and gripped it gently. "You know, / 


would never forget anything about you." 

The last part came out almost involuntarily. Geddy's sadness seemed to trickle through their joined hands and 
seep into Alex's bones. He just wanted to lift that sadness, to make Geddy understand that even though one 
third of their trio had been torn off and blown away, at least he was there and not everything was lost. 
Geddy didn't look at him, but there was an answering pressure at his fingers. 

"Would you do me a favor, Lerxst?" he said after a pause. 


"Sure." 


"Would you.." Geddy faltered, and there was something in the tone of his voice that sent Alex's heart racing- 


guessing, and hoping, and clenching in horror that it guessed wrong. 

"Anything, Ged. Just name it" 

"Would you... help me forget? Just for tonight? | know it's... selfish of me to ask, but-" 
Alex flipped over and brought Geddy's hand to his lips. 

"Oh, God, of course I'll do it. I'll do anything you want. I'm yours, remember?" 

Geddy looked at him with tender eyes, smiling sadly. "I'm so sorry ‘bout that, Lerxst." 


"Don't be. It's my choice. Besides, it's not such a bad deal, is it? Or am | that horrible?" 


Geddy touched his hair gently. "You're great" 


It was so obviously a friendly gesture, and everything in Geddy was so comfortably affectionate and kind, but 
Alex could see no desire. Despite what he was asking for, Geddy didn't really want to have sex with him. What 
he did want was probably comfort and consolation that went a little beyond the boundaries of friendship. 


Well, Alex was more than happy to give him that, even though it wasn't exactly what he wanted. Fuck it, that 
was his first chance in years to touch Geddy the way he wanted to, and he wasn't letting it go to waste. 


Alex swallowed hard and punched his arm. 
"That's more like it. Now, what would you like me to do?" 


"l." Suddenly, Geddy looked self-conscious, his eyes dropping down to where their hands were still clutched 
together. "Uh, | don't know, really... | guess...” 


"Shhh. | got it. Ill just try to make you feel good" He brought his hand up to the side of Geddy's face. "There's 


no rush. If you feel uncomfortable or weird, just tell me, and I'll stop, okay?" 
"No Rush," whispered Geddy, closing his eyes, and leaned into the touch. 


Alex wished he'd bitten his tongue off. "Don't think about it. There's me," he lifted Geddy's hand he was still 
holding and touched it with his cheek, "and there's you," he kissed Geddy's temple. "We can make it work" 


His lips travelled down Geddy's jaw line. He wasn't feeling secure enough yet to go for his mouth, so he nuzzled 
his neck instead, breathing on the smooth skin, eliciting a little giggle. 


"You like it?" 


"It tickles." Geddy smiled, eyes closed, and Alex kissed his forehead. His whole being was a roaring fire, his heart 
hammering wildly, blood pounding in the burning rod between his legs, but he kept it all down relentlessly. He 
had to be gentle for Geday. 


Alex took Geddy by the shoulders and pulled him up and against him. Instantaneously, Geddy's arms twined 


around his waist, and he buried his forehead into the crook of Alex's shoulder. 
"Oh, fuck, Lerxst..." 


Alex kissed the top of his head. "It's okay, Dirk, it's all gonna be okay. Just lie down and let me make you feel 
good." He peeled off Geddy's knitted vest and guided him down gently, laying him on the sheets, and starting to 
unbutton his shirt. 


"There," he whispered, kissing his collarbone. "Just relax." 


Geddy's skin was warm and vulnerable under his palms. He traced the familiar lines of neck, chest and 
abdomen, all the areas he had been earning to touch for so long. Geddy gave out a dreamy sigh as Alex's lips 


rested for a minute on his solar plexus, and his hand sank into Alex's hair. 
That was the equivalent of splashing a bucket of gasoline into a fire. 


"Oh, Ged.." Alex moaned, pressing his face into Geddy's stomach, and then he discovered something. Geddy was 
hard, too, he could feel it with his right shoulder through the fabric of Geddy's jeans. 


It took all of Alex's self-control not to rip off those jeans there and then. He pushed himself up a little, took a 
deep breath and searched Geddy's face. He still wore his tinted glasses; the eyes behind them were closed, and 
for an agonizing second Alex thought that Geddy was thinking of someone else, but then those eyes opened and 
blinked slowly. "All." 


Alex's chest expanded like a balloon filled with laughing gas. 


"| s'ppose you don't need this thing now, Dirk," he said He took off Geddy's glasses and placed them on the 
bedside table. Geddy's face looked younger and a bit defenseless without them. Alex leaned down, emboldened, 
and brushed his lips lightly to Geddy's. And there was no crack of thunder or a punch in his face. Geddy 
returned the kiss awkwardly, but he didn't open his mouth nor let Alex's tongue in when Alex tried to deepen 
it. 


Oh. Alright, then Baby steps. They were in no hurry. 


They exchanged chaste, close-mouthed kisses for a while, then Alex started to work his way downward. He let 
his tongue trace Geddy's long neck, his prominent Adam's apple, his collarbone and nipples. Happy with the little 
sighs Geddy was making, he moved further south, along the line of dark hair that ran down below the 

waistband. Alex took his time to unbuckle Geddy's belt-and to give him an opportunity to put a stop to it if he 


was moving too fast. 

As no protests ensued, he slowly took out Geddy's cock and paused for a second to admire it. Sure, he'd gotten 
glimpses of it now and then along the years, but.. wow. It looked perfect. Alex couldn't wait to take it into his 
mouth. 

But there were certain formalities to be observed. 


"Ged?" he asked carefully, looking up. "Are you sure you want me to do this? Because if you don't-" 


Geddy's eyes fluttered open He blushed, and fidgeted, but his cock was still hard and sticking out right into 


Alex's face, wet and glistening. 


"Yeah, l.. Please.. Um, that is, if you-" 
Alex smirked. "That's all | wanted to hear." 


The deep, broken moan Geddy made as Alex swallowed him down was amazing. Alex didn't flatter himself with 
the hope of being the first one to give Geddy a blowjob, but he sure intended to make it one of the best in his 


life. He caressed the slit, swirled his tongue around the shaft, and started sucking. 


Amateurish as it was, Geddy seemed to like it, if moans, and sighs, and bucking hips were any indication Again, 
his hand came to rest on Alex's head, fingers carding through his hair. 


"Oh, geez, Lerxst.. Oh, fuckl." 


It sounded so sweet, not to mention, incredibly erotic. Also, rather shrill. Who'd have thought Geddy would be 
so vocal in bed? Alex grinned around a mouthful of cock and moved his lips up along the shaft. He decided a 
little teasing had to be in place. 


Geddy whimpered as the suction stopped and his cock slid out of that incredible mouth. Alex smiled, stroking 
the pulsing head with the tip of his tongue. 


"What's the matter, Dirk? You like it? Having second thoughts, maybe?" 
"Oh, fuck, Alex.. what the fuck, come on, please...” 

"Mmmm... So you like it?" 

"Yoo" 


God, he wants me, Alex thought, feeling Geddy shudder under his hands. Don't be a fool, right now he just 


wants to come, the critical part of his mind supplied Hell, maybe. But he wants me to make hm come. 


Blood pounding in his temples, he went at it again, licking, sucking, massaging Geddy's balls. The musky scent of 
him was driving Alex crazy. Geddy's fingers pulled at his hair and dug into his scalp, but he barely 
acknowledged it. He started to fear that he was going to just shoot off in his pants, right in the middle of the 
blowjob, but Geddy beat him to it, arching and groaning through clenched teeth, and the bitter taste of his 


come exploded on Alex's palate. 


He held Geday's hips down till the shudders subsided Then he crept up his body and pressed his lips to his 


quivering neck. 


He wasn't sure what was going to happen now. Geddy might have wanted him in the heat of the moment, but 
he could just as easily get horrified and disgusted with what they'd done and never want to see Alex again. And 
Alex couldn't think of anything to say; his cock was throbbing in his pants, desperate for touch. 


A hand brushed the top of his head, and as he looked up he met Geddy's eyes, hazed and unfocused. "Thanks, 


Lerxst," he whispered. "Now, do you want me to-" 
"God, yes! Uh, | mean, if you want to..” 


As if in a dream, he watched Geddy undo his pants clumsily and take out his cock. Good God, he'd been waiting 
for it, he'd been dying for it forever. 


Too bad he was going to shoot off in a minute. 


Geddy might have read that last thought, because his grip on Alex grew just a litte bit tighter. "Relax, Lerxst. 


| know what to do with a dick. | have one, too." 

And he really did know. He managed to keep Alex on the edge for good fifteen minutes, stroking him in long 
graceful pulls, then pumping him hard, and then slowing down again. Alex couldn't help himself, he panted and 
moaned, and as he finally came all over Geddy's hand, sobbing his name, he was sure everybody in the house 
heard him. 

The whole world might have heard him, and he couldn't care less. 

For some time, there was blissful silence. The sweat was cooling off on his temples. Then Geddy stirred 

| should probably go." His voice was small and threadbare. 

"What?.. Why?" 

| shouldn't have drawn you into this." Geddy sat up, pointedly avoiding his eyes. "lm sorry." 

"Drawn me? Do you think | needed drawing into making love to you? Geddy, wait!" 


Alex jumped off the bed and caught him by the arm. The look on Geddy's face was mildly tortured. 


"I shouldn't have drawn you into this because my feeling sad and lonely is no excuse for abusing your feelings, 


because | don't feel the way you do. Please forgive me, Lerxst." 


Alex took in a deep breath. "I'm glad you did draw me into this, whatever it was in your book. And there's 
nothing to forgive. It's totally not your fault that | love you." 


There. He said it. He tried to make it as simple and undemanding as he possibly could. 


Geddy's eyes glistened. "I'm so sorry," he whispered again, and was off. 


Alex didn't try to hold him. He shuffled back to bed and lay down. He didn't even bother undressing. 
The sheets were still wet where Geddy wiped Alex's semen off of his hand. 


This was not going to be their last time, Alex swore as he turned his face into the pillow. It smelled of Geddy. 
No, he was not going to let it go. 


* * * 
July 2002 


The summer night air pulsed with happiness of ten thousand people. The lights, the commotion, the physical 
strain of a three-hour show all conspired to make Alex's head swim. He raised his hand at the screaming 


arena and let himself ride the wave of triumph and bliss. 
They were back. They got their drummer back. 


At the end of the day, it all had been about Neil. Distant drum-roll, calm and focused, coming from the 
rehearsing room; Neil's fragile smile, Geddy standing on tiptoes to peer over the barricade of drums and 


cymbals to make sure he was alright. 


Neil grumbled good-naturedly at the attention, he hadn't become more of a people's person or, for that 
matter, less of a bookish, opinionated and very private guy, but the looks he kept giving Geddy as he went on 
with his playing and jumping routine were nothing other than tender. Alex suspected he got the same 


treatment when his back was turned, too. 


The lights hit his eyes in a final flare, and he dove into the darkness backstage. At once, people were around 
him, pulling the guitar strap off him, throwing a towel over his shoulders. Alex brushed them off and trotted 
to catch up with Geddy and his personal assistant who was lighting the way with a flashlight. Neil had already 
disappeared behind the protective bulk of his security guard. 


Geddy looked half-dead with fatigue and half-witted with happiness, as usual. He looked over his shoulder, 


located Alex and beaconed him closer. 


"We friggin’ did it!" he shouted into Alex's ear over the buzz of the backstage crew who had already started 
to dismantle the equipment. 


Alex was so full of lights, and music, and distant roar of the crowd, he couldn't find anything better than 
"Yeah, we did" 


As they walked deeper into the winding intestines of the arena, the roar and the commotion died down Geddy 


dismissed his assistant, and suddenly they were alone, away from all managers, journalists, fans and onlookers. 


Their dressing room was deserted. It was also a mess, with Neil's leather jacket half on the floor, his 


motorcycle boots kicked unceremoniously under a chair, fragments of plastic foam all over the place, and an 


Everest of big black cases labeled RUSH in the middle of the room. 


Geddy made a face. He cleaned up a small place on the sofa and sank onto it, relaxing his muscles. "0-o-o-oh, 


what a show. Video, vertigo, et cetera | forgot how crazy it is." 
"Yeah." Alex's grin was shit-eating. "And you love it" 
Geddy couldn't help but grin, too. "I do." 


"|, on the other hand.” Alex rubbed his neck in mock-soreness. "God, l'm a wreck." His voice went higher in 
pitch, taking on distinctive Lerxstish overtones. "All my tiny little bones are hurting. | think | need my evening 
glass of milk and a backrub." 


Geddy's lips curled into a playful smile. "I dunno about milk, but c'mere and I'll give you that backrub." 
"Oh, oh, you so good to silly old Lerxst. Thank youl" 


Alex brushed away the plastic foam and scraps of packing paper from the couch and set down in front of 
Geddy, offering him his back. He felt a hand between his shoulder blades, then nimble fingers started to knead 


his neck, working away the tension 
"Mmmm. Feels good" 


"Well, it should" There was quiet laughter in Geddy's voice. "Now, do you think anybody would come here looking 


for us anytime soon?" 
"Prob'ly not. Why?" 
"Hmm. | was thinking of, er, drawing you into something interesting tonight" 


"And you couldn't even wait till we get to the hotel? Why, I'm flattered." 


Despite his casual, teasing tone, Alex's heart made a happy flip. They'd fallen into a comfortable routine two 
years ago, some time after that first awkward night at Geddy's house, and been keeping it up ever since. 
Geddy's earlier resolution not to stomp all over Alex's feelings by sleeping with him without the actual love 
melted very soon under Alex's kisses, and begging, and promises not to hold it against him whatever happened. 
It turned out they were compatible in bed and good for each other; they liked pretty much the same stuff 
and wanted to get at it with roughly the same frequency. Their bond grew even tighter. Alex was almost 


happy. 


Geddy went on massaging his shoulders, sending waves of prickling warmth up and down his spine. "I'm afraid l'll 


go right to sleep if we wait till the hotel. But," he drew his mouth closer to Alex's neck and breathed on the 


sensitive skin, "if you're not in the mood-" 


"I am! | am! Geez, Ged, where'd you learn your seduction techniques? Gestapo? | mean, talk about twisting a 


guy's arm like that-" 
There was a peal of gentle laughter behind his back. 


"We could play Gestapo, too. Only you'd have to do all the arm-twisting. Me an’ my nose don't exactly go with 
that die blonde bestie stereotype". 


Despite the obvious truth of his words and the utter depravity of the idea, Alex's cock stirred in his pants at 
the vision of a stern-looking Geddy in a snug black uniform, with his hair tied back and maybe a riding crop in 


his hands. Fuck 


While he was daydreaming, Geddy's hands slid to the lower parts of his back, kneading and stroking. Then Alex 


felt Geddy's arms encircle his waist and his chin come to rest on Alex's shoulder. 

"There, do your tiny little bones feel better now?" 

"Much better. Well, maybe except for one" He took Geddy's hand and guided it to his crotch 
"That's not exactly a bone, Lerxst. More of a, you know-" 

They both burst into giggles 


"But seriously, Lerxst, that was a lame one," Geddy managed with his forehead buried in the back of Alex's 


shoulder. 


"What? | didn't say anything. Come here." He turned and gathered Geddy into his arms. "So, what was that with 


drawing me into something interesting, huh?" 

Geddy cocked his head. 

"Are you sure you don't want to take it to the hotel?" 

Alex pinched the tip of Geddy’s nose. "No, you little tease. I'm quite happy with where we are now. So?" 
"Good." Geddy smirked and leaned in to kiss him. 

The kiss started as slow, dreamy even, and Geddy seemed to have no intention of deepening it just yet. As he 


explored Alex's mouth with gentle licks, his hands found their way under Alex's shirt, palms travelling up and 


down his spine. 


Their mouths parted, and Alex seized the initiative, kissing and licking along the line of Geddy's neck and the 
ridge of his ear. "Tell me you want me," he murmured against the flushed skin. That was bold-up until that 


moment, he had never dared to ask Geddy how he felt about him, let alone make demands. 
Well, damn. There's a first time for anything. 


Geddy seemed to not have paid any attention to his words, totally absorbed in sensations, so Alex repeated it 
with a nibble at his earlobe. "Tell me you want me." 


A slow, mischievous smile spread across Geddy's face. 

"No. You tell me." 

"| asked first," Alex blurted before he had time to realize how childish that sounded, 
"Well then" The smile grew positively impish. "I think | have the ways to convince you." 


The subtle, quiet one-upmanship that had been going on between them since they'd met in junior high school, 
with time, inevitably, expanded into sex, too. Both of them took delight in that gentle struggle, Geddy maybe a 
little more so than Alex. Right now, Alex was almost willing to give up and say anything Geddy wanted him to, 
but he'd done it quite a few times already (he tended to get ridiculously compliant in the course of a simple 
hand job), and his pride prickled. 


| have ways of my own too, you know," he breathed into Geddy's ear. His tongue traced a wet line down 
Geddy's throat to the collar of his t-shirt, and up again. There, on the back of his neck, just below the hairline, 
was that special spot that, as Alex had discovered some time ago, sent goosebumps down Geddy's spine. He 


kissed and nibbled at it and was quite contented to hear Geddy purr. 
"Have something to say yet?" 


"Hmmm... I'd very much like you to fuck me now, but.. uh.. I'm not sure if that comes in line with your little 


power struggle here." 


That didn't sound exactly like a backdown, but Alex was feeling generous tonight. He maneuvered Geddy to lie 
down on the couch (which was not nearly wide enough to accommodate both of them) and crawled on top of 


him. Geddy's arms went around his back, and Alex realized that his triumph had been premature. 


Geddy's hips pushed up to come in contact with his, brushing against Alex's hard cock, and Alex felt his knees 
turn to jelly. Geddy held him tight, with no chance to escape, and rubbed at him purposefully. The friction of 
their pulsing cocks, separated only by a few layers of denim and cotton, was maddening. Alex couldn't stifle a 


moan. 


"Well?" Geddy sniggered. "Ready to give up yet?" 

"Not on your life." 

Alex managed to push him down and press him against the couch. Geddy was strong, but Alex now weighted 
more than he used to, and he'd learned to make good use of that extra weight. Satisfied that Geddy couldn't 
move around much, Alex straddled him, caught his both flailing hands and brought them up over his head. 
Geddy groaned. "Oh, come on, Lerxst, you're heavy!" 

"And hard," Alex grinned, pressing closer. That earned him a giggle. 

"God, you're incurable." Geddy stopped fighting and relaxed under him. "I'm probably too old for this anyway." 
Alex kissed his forehead. "Don't say that." 

"Well, then. Now that you've totally crushed all my tiny little bones, how would you make up for it?" 

Geddy batted his lashes in an exaggeratedly flirty way. He still wore his glasses, slightly askew now, and Alex's 
heart swelled with love at the sight of him. He let go of one of Geddy's wrists to pull the glasses off his nose 
and place them safely on the floor. Geddy didn't make any attempt to escape, just brought his free hand to 
Alex's face and stroke his cheek. 

"You're such a goof.” 


Alex kissed his palm. "You and me both, baby." 


"When you're right, you're right. Now, are you going to do something or are you going to just sit there and 
crush my dick till | go crazy?" 


Alex leaned in and stole a gentle kiss. 
First tell me you want me." 
"Oh, geez, Lerxst, of course | do." 


That sounded nice, but not nearly as passionate as Alex would've liked it to. "Good" He nuzzled Geddy's neck and 
shifted, bringing their cocks in contact again. "So, you want this." 


"Yes." 


"And how much do you want it?" 


He was happy to see that Geddy's eyes clouded over. It didn't help his case of reducing Geddy to begging for it, 
tough. 


"As much as can be. C'mon, Ali.. stop that shit and fuck me already." 
Alex sighed. "Ill never win you over, will 1?" 
"You never know" Geddy smiled that naughty, impishly seductive smile of his. "You can always try.’ 


"But do you.. Will you-" 


Geddy propped himself up on an elbow and gave him a little kiss. "You're my Lerxst. Whatever else do you 
need?" 


And, as every time with Geddy, Alex had to admit defeat. He let go of his wrist and shifted his weight so as to 
give him some freedom to move. Then he crawled down his body and busied himself with unbuckling Geddy's 
belt and undoing his jeans. 


He had to move to the floor as he pulled Geddy's jeans off and spread his legs gently. They had made a 
practice of carrying lube with them on tour and always having it close at hand, as it turned out more than 
slightly uncomfortable to slip out in search of it in the middle of the night. So Alex only had to make a few 


steps to Geddy's case and rummage in the pocket of his spare pants. 


There, he thought, smearing the lube over his desperately throbbing erection. MI fuck you alright. So hard your 


eyes would cross. You have no idea, you just have no idea.. 


Geddy was waiting for him with his knees spread and his arms open, and it was so easy to imagine he felt the 
same heart-wrenching need that Alex did, the need that came way beyond convenience fucking, friendship with 
benefits, or the tenderness of thirty-plus years of knowing each other and being together in all possible ways 
except for one that mattered the most. 


Alex almost sobbed as he entered him. He paused to give Geddy time to accommodate, and then started to 


rock his hips. Geddy moaned breathily and hugged him tighter, bringing their chests together. 


Alex didn't feel like being gentle, not at all, but even in his inner turmoil he had kept a clear enough head not to 
hurt Geddy. He pounded viciously into him in a primitive, feral need to push as deep into that hot tight hole as 
it would let him, but he forced himself to slow down a little each time Geddy's moans turned painful. 


He was getting close, and had no intention of holding back. Under him, miles away, was Geddy's face, eyes 
screwed up tight, face frozen in intense focus. His cock was almost palpably pulsing between their sweat-slick 
bellies. Alex gripped it and stroke roughly. It didn't take long; in a few minutes Geddy threw back his head and 


gave out a wail that must have resounded through the whole building. 


Alex pumped his hips furiously and was right behind Geddy, spilling into him with all he was worth. 

He lay still for a minute with his face in Geddy's sweaty t-shirt, then he rolled off on the floor and set up, his 
back against the sofa. His clothes were a total mess; he hadn't even bothered to pull his pants down all the 
way, and his shirt was rumpled and spattered with come. He had to better tidy up before going anywhere, 


because it screamed ‘| just fucked my bassist in the dressing room’ in twenty languages. 


Geddy's hand came out of nowhere to rest against his cheek. "I love you, you know," he said in a calm, 


thoughtful voice, and it hit Alex with a power of 10,000-ton bomb. 

"Say what?!" 

"Don't shout like that, or people will come in to see who's being murdered." 

Alex turned to face him so fast his joints ached. "Say that again," he demanded. 

"What, about people coming in?" 

"Geddy!" 

"Okay, okay, sorry. | love you. | think | have for some time now." 

Alex seized his hand and clasped it so tight Geddy winced. "How long?" he rasped. "For how long have you-" 


"| realized it a coupla months ago. | just didn't know how to say it. I'm not good with words, I'm sorry." At least 


he had the decency to look embarrassed. "Neil would have found a better way to tell you." 


"Well, thank God you didn't go to him for advice!" Alex paused to take a few breaths. Something inside him was 
jittering. "On the other hand, maybe you should have. If anything, it would have saved me a near heart attack." 


‘lm sorry," Geddy said meekly. He searched Alex's face. "Ali? Are you mad at me? | didn't mean to say it like 


that. Please forgive me." 


Alex glared at him from where he was positioned-still on the floor, on his knees in front of the sofa. "Frankly, 


Ged, I'm not sure what Im supposed to do now-fall at your feet or strangle you." 

Geddy gave him a sheepish smile. "May | suggest a third option?" 

"Go ahead 

He half-expected it, and still Geddy leaning in to kiss him almost caught him by surprise, because now that he 


knew, it felt different in some way. It was honest, and open, and vulnerable, as if Alex had breached the final 


barrier and forced inside to truly have Geddy, to hold his soul in his palm and have the power to crush it. 


Never before had he had such trust placed in him by his rational friend. Geddy had a way to hide his feelings 
behind a cheerful fagade, friendliness and good humor. No one except Alex knew about his insecurities or 
witnessed his bouts of bad mood, and even Alex wasn't allowed into the deepest and darkest corners of his 
heart. Now, he was allowed in, and more than that, he was welcome. Even if it was only for a moment, it was 


Totally worth it. 


After some time, they moved back a little, for breath. Geddy looked positively rumpled, and Alex thought he 


had never seen anything more beautiful in his entire life. He desperately needed reaffirmation. 

"Ged? Do you really-" 

"Yes," Geddy whispered, and stroke his cheek. Then his usual grin was back in place. "Well, now that its all 
clear.. You do remember that we have an interview in" he glanced at his watch, "about fifteen minutes, do 


you?" 


"We do?.” Between all that happened, Alex had completely forgotten about real life and people behind the door 


to their dressing room. Now everything came back to him in a flash. "Shit! We do. Can we skip out on it?" 
“Fraid not.” 


Alex heaved a slightly exaggerated sigh. "Fine. We better start cleaning ourselves up, then. Unless you want to 
communicate your undying love for me to the whole world." 


Geddy flashed him a smile. "Let's hit the shower, Lerxst. | don't know about the whole world, but there are 


some things | would very much like to communicate to you in private.. after we're done with the interview." 
Alex grinned like a lunatic. "Ill be sure to take you up on it, Ged. For many, many times." 

xX 

2014 

"Hey, what are you smiling at?" 

"Our first time. You asked if | remembered it" 

"Hmm, that was half an hour ago. You do have a slow response time, Lerxst:" 

"l'm an old model, deal with it. Also, shut up." 


They lay silent for a while, then Geddy nudged him. 


"Well, do you?" 

"Do | what?" 

"Remember." 

"Yeah. Every moment of it. You know, it's hard not to. You were such a fucking tease." 

"Ill have you know that | still am." 

‘I'm painfully aware of that, thank you." 

There was another pause. 

"Hey, Ged?" 

"Yeah?" 

"Its not that | enjoy squeezing it out of you every time.." 

Geddy turned over on his stomach and rested his chin on his arms folded over Alex's chest. 

"Lerxst. You don't really have to. Well, | hope you keep doing it for the sake of the game, but seriously, it's 
been twelve years now. Isn't it enough time to convince you that | won't suddenly change my mind and run 
away screaming?" 

"Maybe," Alex grumbled. "I jus‘ want to know that you love me." 

| do. | think | always have. I'm just sorry it took me so long to realize it" 

"And I'm just glad you finally did" 


Alex wrapped his arms more tightly around Geddy and puffed a breath into his hair. Geddy squirmed and 


nudged him again. 

"Hey, Lerxst?" 

"Huh?" 

"About that old model stuff. Does it only include memory capacity, or—" 


"Shut. Up." 


